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The Su rprizd Shepher deſs ; 


The Shepherdeſs ſhe fl-eping lay, But Strephon came along that way, 
Thinking no Shepherd nigh, And did her napping ſpye. 
. The Tune is, Moggies Jealouſie 
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| þere was an a bonny poung Laſs He [aid himſelf down fo2 to reſt him 
| T that lay in t Deadow alleep, ; ; this Damoſel ſa bꝛisu and ſo bold a ; 
_ peppery cloſe Jp her did paſs, She wak'aand a thouſand times bleſt him, 

3 4 Baue old up bis Dhcep, | that foꝛgot bath his ſheep and his fold. 

eye roun [ Quoth ſhe 3 will gang along with thees 
this Oamolel he chanc® to behold un une f el. 


| Ile ever be faithful unto thee, 
and fo2zgot both his ſheep and his fold. becauſe thou Haſtplſeaſd nic ſo well: 
This Laſs ſhe lay 228 moſtſoundly, Thc: doubt not the truth of myſtozp, 


and ſeemẽ d not at a to wake, inv mind foto ſpeak J am bald, 
Torr he kiſt her ſo roundly | FO) in thyſwect fight 1 do giz, 
\ tack it began fo} to ake : A will belp thee IPPLRHYEEP foto fold, 
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her over him 
Quoth dear heart deny me. 
| 2 8 tt thee 1 mean to be bold, At laſt all their buſineſs was ended, 
Then once again lye thee down by me, they lovingly folded their R 
— adn "fo lay ren fe bono ku den 
This Damoſel klyconſented, But the Obe epherd he cover! d her cloſe 
did to keep his poo? love from the cold, 


They both — ertreamip ———. 0 And what they did you may 
bar hes minded no ſheep 102 the fold. 


white ofher eye: 
was tired with pleaſure 
8 t him did fold, And thus in the green ſilent Meadows, 
J love thee quoth ſhe,bepond meaſure, they took up tneir lodging that time, 
then mund not thy ſhcep no2 thy fold. And greatiy ſhe pitty* thoſe widdows 
that loſt their true Lobes in thetr pzime : 


T never will leave noꝛ foꝛſake thee ſhe i 


My love and my darling Je make thee, Put I 
and help thee to look to thp flocks : that help'd thee thy ſheep fo2 to fold 


Ve; love and we'l ſtill ye together, 
though Winter pꝛove never ſo cold. You Lovers that tumble in bliſſes, 


J never will matter the weather, 


come pꝛethee lets haſt to thy fold. Js any thing like to the kiſſes, 
that comes from a harmelefs young : man 
To thus they away truda* together, No no J will never believe, 


and paſſed the Hills and the Dales 
" dnd*ed ſhe could not tell whether, Chat men are ſo ape co deecive, 


ye told him ſuch amozous tales: tis a pﬀaſticc our ſheep fo? tofo 


Printed for J. Deacor,? in Guilt-ſpur.ſtreet. 


The Shepherd he wiſhiy did vicwher; The ſhepherd with her was well pl 
„„ . „ 
did 4 as he was a going to fold.” 4 


my S dſbouid leave me, 


Quot 
F hink thou wilt never deceive me, 


come tell me the truth if you can, 


though A thouſand times J have been tal: 
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